S8YNOPSIS.
Franeoln Boaupre, & peasant babe of

l‘l. after an amusing incident in
mlml Ney figures, v made a
£ of France by the Emperor Na-
In the home of the lad's parenta

village of Vicques, France, whiare
the emporor ind brlefly stopped to hold a
counell of war, Napoleon prophestod that
%M’ might one Ill{l be n marshal of
noe I.Irldqr another Bonaparts, At the
E ten Francols meets & stranger who
purd  Gourgaud, who with
Ilk peven-your-old duughter, llven
C"l’lahlu A moldler of the Empire
Iwn he fres the bos's Imag-

natllm wit

The

general and learns of the
tween the general and Mav-
qQu hnm who campaigned with the gen-
Napoleon, Marquls Zappl and
Is mon, Plotro, arrive at the Chat eau.
s il agrees to care for the Mar-

astonlshed when the hoy tells him of

h miorles of hin campalgns.

the m The boy refuss to leave his
son_ while the former goes (o

ambition. inm('nhl visits Gepernl
alfers Francois a home at
E:.ﬁ"‘ but In the end becomes o _copy-

merica, The Marguis befors leaving for
- America asks Francols to be n [riend
his son. The boy solemnly promises,

CHAPTER IX,

The Castle Children,

' There wne a farm In the Valley
. Deleemontes—five miles It was from
P Vicques—which was a dependence of

the selgneury: for centurios the same
family had held it, and It was con-
sidered the richest holding for a peas
ant in that part of the world, Just
now the family all at onee came to
an end. It was pnecessary to find new
tenants, and the general offered the
place to Lo Francois and La Claire,
Even In thelr best days they had not
been so prosperous as this  would
make them. But whut about Fran.
cols? The general glowered at them
from deep eyon

R s ot i

> “Thera's always n scrow somewhoere
-!\b in every good thing, This time it's
a5 the boy.”
e There was n sllence. Claire trom-
LS bled,
v “It will go hard with ihe Ind to
'.' Elve us up,” she brought out soffly.
¥ “He won't give you up; I should not
? respect him If he gave you up,” the
'_', ' general thundered, and the iwo peas-
it ants breathed more freely, This great
f good fortune was not, after all, the

price of thelr son,

By degrees the three came 1o an

understanding. A tutor was to be en.
gaged for the threo children; Francols
was to live at the ecastle as ([—Iit
: should be explained to him—he were
% golng away to school, and every Fri-
¥ day be was to walk to the Fermeo du
J Vial—the Valley Farm—and stay with
L his people until Sunday alternoon.
N This new order of things was well
s settled before elx months had passed
! after the golng of the Marquis Zapp!
And then in three or four months
more something happencd.

Francols was alone with the general
when the letter come. His eyes were
on his seigneur's fuce as he road the
. fetter and the boy saw the blood rush
through the weather-hardened skin in
a brown-red flood, and then fade out,
leaving it gray. The boy had never
seen the general look so. With that,
the blg arms wero thrown out on the
table and the big grizzled head fell
Jutg them.

Then he lifted his head and told
the boy how the friend whom he had
found lately, aflter so many years of
goeparation, had gone away not to come
back in this life, and how Pietro was
fatherless. Francols, holding tightly
with both fists to the goneral’s hand,
llatened wide-eyved, struck to the heart.

“But he had a brave life, my
selgueur—it Is the best thing that
! there 8. My mother sald so. My
f q mother told me that we shall smile
N later, when we are with the good
I God, te think that we ever feared

death on this earth. For she says one
spends a long time with the good God

. later, and ull one's dear friends come,

and It s pleasant and it is for a long,

long time, while here It s, after all,

quite short, Is not that true, my
seolgneur? My mother sald 0"

Big Uttle Pletro had to be told what

3 had happened and how the general

4 was now to be a father to him ps

! beat he might, and Alixe and Francols

& would be his sister und brother. He

took the blow dumbly and went about

his studles next morning, but for

many days he counld not play, and

only Francols could make him speak
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. He was handsome—extroordinarily
A handsome—and a lovable good child,

S but slow In initlative where Francols
Rt was ready, shy where Francols was
: frionds with &all the world, steady-
A going wheco the peasant boy was bril-
= Hant, * Between the two, of such con-

;! trasting types, was an unshaken bond

5—" from the first, and at this age it

A seamed to be the little peasant whe

SN . had everything to give. Smaller phys-

b A feally, weaker In muscle than the ble.

boned son of North Italy, he yet took
~ quite niturally an attitude of protee-

1‘ *  ton and guldance, and Pietro accept-

e ) ed It without hesitation,

i Ty Two years olid past nolselessly, un.
By . noticed, and it was vacation time; It
R | was August of the year 1524, The old

Mu of Vieques—the ruln—Ilay
d back behind the corn fields and smiled
- "ll hot sunlight,
.. ‘,-. A tall lnd of fourteen, another boy,
- slighter, quicker, dnrkvr und i lttle

Lgl.ﬂ of eleven In a short white dress,

"' wandered through the rulns, talking

"~ earnestly now, sllent now, filling fhe

"y grim place with easy laughter again.
. Allxe and Francols and Pletro were

_| -’_ ' up; the general alroady
1 i\~ grumbled words about kittens turuing
| o 18, us ho looked at them.

. “Just behind the great stone thore,”

P : :hmuluul “was the dog's ?cd
s i pourse, a great monsieur
" “like the dog had his own bedroom—
e .0.“9!. too—and muybe his
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of the others followed hers. A voung
man, & boy, was coming lightly down
the slope, and something In hia figure
and movement made It Impossible
even at a distance that It should be
any one of the village. He saw them,
and came forward, and his cap was
off guickly as he glanced at Allxe,
But with a keen look at the three, it
was Francols to whom he spoke,

“ls this France?" he asked.

“But yes, Monsleur,” Francols an-
swored wondering—and (n a moment
he wondered more, The strange boy,
his cap flung from him, dropped on
his knees and kissed the grass that
grew over the Roman governor's foun-
dations. With that he was standing
agaln, looking at them unashamed
from his quiet gray eyes.

“it ie the first time | have touched
the soll of Fratce since | was seven
years old,” he stated, not as If to
excuse his aet, but as If explaining
something historleal, And was silent.

The strange boy talked very little:
they could not recollect that he asked
questions, after his firsst startling
question; yet here was Alixe, the very
spirited and proud little Alixe, anxlous
to make him understand everything of
thelr own nfairs.

“I am Alxe,” she began-— and
stopped  short, eelzed with shyness.
Was it courtesy to explain to the
voung monsieur about her distin-
gulshed fatber? 8he found herself
suddenly in an agony of confuslon.
Then the stranger made a low bow
and spoke in the gentlest friendly
tanes,

“It Is eonough. It I8 a charming
name, Mademolsella Alixe. 1 beliove
I shull now thipk It the most charm-
in:.: name in France.”

“She hns more of a name than that,
however, Moneleur,” and Francols
stapped across the grass and stood by
the little girl, her knight, unconsclous
of the part he played. “It Is a very
grand name, the other one. For our
selgnenr, the father of Alixe, Is Mon.
slour the Taron Gaspard Gourgaud, a
general of Napoleon himself; was in-
dead with the Emperor at 8t Helenn.”

Francols had no false modesty, no
self-consclousness; he folt that he had
pluced Allxe's standing now In the
best light poesible, The strange. boy
felt It, wo, It seemod, for he started
as IFrancols spoke of Napoleon; his
reserved faee brightened and his cap
was off und sweeping low as he bowed
again to Allxe more deeply. Francols
wiis delighted, It was In him to en-
joy dramatic effect, as It ls In most
Frenchmen. He faced about to Pletro.

“This one, Monsieur,” he went on,
much taken with himeelf as master of
ceremonies, “ls Monsleur the Marquis
Zupp! of Italy. His father also fought
for the great captaln.”

The qulet strange boy Interrupted
swiftly. *1 know.” he sald. “Of the
Itallan corps under Prince Hugene;
also on the gtafl of Lannes. 1 kuow
the name well,” and he had Pletrp's
hand in a firm grasp and was looking
into the lad's embarrassed face with
hle dreamy keen eyes,

The enildren, surprised, were yet
too young to wonder that a boy scarce-
Iy older than themselves should have
the army of Napoleon at his fingers’
ends; he gave them no time to think
about it.

“One sces, wilhout names, that you
are of the noblesse,” he said simply,
embracing the three In his sleepy
glanee. He turhed to Francols. “And
you, Monsleur the spokesman? You
are aleo of a great Bonapartist housas 7"

Fruncols stood straight and allm;
his wellknit young body in his mill-
tary dress was carrled with all the
aseurance of an aristoerat, He smiled
his brilliant exquisite smile Into the
older boy's face,

“Me—1 nm a peasant,” he sald cheer-
fully, “1 have no aouse.”

"He |8 n peasant—yes. Bul he s
our brother, Pletro's nnd mine, and no

“I Am Louls Bonaparte.”

prilnv fs better than Francols—not
one.”

“Or half so good." Pletro put In wlth
hig glow tones,

“You are llkely right™ the strangor
agreed Inconleally.

And then without guestions asked,
in rapid eager sentences, the thres
hnd told himy how It was; how Fran.
cols, refusing to leave the collage, was
yot the gon of the castle, With that
they were talking about the villnge of
Vieques, and its antiquity, and then
of the old chateau; and one told the

legend of the treasure and of the
guardian dog,
“Just over the wall there {a the

opening where he appeared to old
Plerre Tremblay,” Francols poloted
out,

“I think 1 should like o climb the
wall,” the stranger sald,
And he did. The others watching
mulr.hmﬂodmonthw

[

of loosened masonry, and down came
the great blocks close to his hande—
he wns slipping! And, above, the wall
swnyed, Then, In the instant of time
before the catastrophe, Francols had
sprung llke a cat into the center of
danger and pushed the other boy, vie-
lently reellng, across the grass cut of
harm's way,

Allxe sereamed once sharply. Fran-
cois lay motionless on his face and the
great stonos ralned around him. It
was all over In & moment; in a mo-
ment more a shout of joy rose from
Pietro, for Francois Ufted his head
and began crawling difflcultly, with
Pletro’s help, out of the debris.

“l bave to thank you for my llife,
Monslsur the peasant,” the stranger
sald, and held out his hand., “More
over, it Is seldom that a prophecy Is €0
quickly fulfilled. You sald a few min-
utes ago that mou should one day do
a thing worth while for a Honaparte.
You have done It. You have saved my
Hfe."

Francois' nand crept o his cap and
he pulled it off and stood barsheaded,

“"Monsleur, who are you!" he
brought out,

The strange boy's vanishing smile
brighiened his face a second. *“I am
Louls Bonaparte,” he eald quistly,

The lttle court of three stood about
the young Prinee, sllent. And In &
moment, in a few sentences, he had
told them how, the day before, he had
been selzed with a hunger for the alr
of France, wlhich he had not breathed
sluco, as a boy of seven, his mother
had escaped with him from Parls dur-
lng the Hundred Days. Ho told them
how the desire to stand on French soll
liad possessed him, tih at last he had
run away from his tutor and had found
the path from his exiled home, the
cogtle of Arenenberg, in the canton of
Thurgovie, in Switzerland, over the
mountains into the Jura valley,

“It s Improdent,” he finlshed the
tale enlmly. “The government would
turn on all its blg englnes In an uproar
to catehh one schoolboy, If It was
known. But I had to do it.,” He thraw
back his head and filled his lungs with
a greal breath. "The alr of France,”
he whispered in an ecstasy.

For two hours more they told sto
rles and played games through the
soft old ruins of the savage old strong-
hold, na llght-heartedly, as carelessly
as If there were no wars or Intrigues
or politles or plots which had been
and were to be close to the lives of
all of them, Till, as the red round
sun went down behind the mountnin
of the Rose, Francols' quitk eye
caught #ight of u figure swinging rap-
idly down the mountain road whete
the Prince had come.

“But look, Louis,” he ealled from be-
hind the rock where he was praparing,
a8 a robber baron, to swoop down on
P'rince Louls convoying Allxe as an
oscaped nun to Plotro's monastery in
another corner,

And the boy Prince, suddenly grave,

shaded his eyn with hig bhand and
gazed up the mountain, Then his
hand fell and bhe sighed. “The adven-
ture Is over,” he sald. “I must go

back te the Prince business, It is
Monsleur Lebas."

Monsleur Lebas, the tutor, arrived
shortly In anything but a playful hu.
mor. The Boy's mother, Queen Hor-
teyse, was In Rome, and he was re-
sponsible; he bad been frightened to
the verge of madness by the prince's

escapade.
The playmates were separated
awiftly. Monsleur Lebas refused with

something like horror the eager sug
gostion that he and his charge should
spend the night at the chateau. The
Prince must bea gotten off French
ground without n moment's delay,

CHAPTER X,

The Promise,

“Mon Dieu!” sald thé general.

It was silx years later. At the new
chatean not a blade of grass seemed
changed, The general stood In the
midst of closecropped millions of
blndes of grase ag he stopped short
on the sloplug lawn which led down
to the white gtone steps which led to
the sunken garden. Alixe, In ber rid-
ing babit, with a feather In her hat,
nnd gauuntleted gloves on her hands,
was so lovely as to be startling, She
looked at the ground, half shy, half
laughing, and beat the grass with her
riding-whip. Francols was leaning
toward her and talking, and the gen-
eral, coming slowly down the lawn,
folt a flood of pride rise In Lim as he
looked at this successful pleture of a
boy which he had done o much tg
fashion. The two had been riding to-
gethor, and Fraucols appeared, #s
most men do, at his best In riding
clothes, With that, as the general
murched slowly down the velvet slope,
unseen by them, regarding them his
girl and his boy, thig happy sister and
brother—with that the brother lifted
his sister's hand and, bending over It,
kissed it slowly, In a manner unmis-
takably unbrotherly.

“Mon Dleu!” gasped the general,
and turned on his heel and marched
buck to his library,

All that afternoon he slayed shut
up In the Ubrary. At dinner he was
tacituru.

The next morning the general sent
for Fraucels 10 come to him In the
library. A letter had been brought a
short thine before and was lylng open
on the table by his hand,

“Francois,” began the general in his
doop abrupt tones, “lI am In trouble.
Wil you help me?”

“Yes, my Selgneur,” sald Francols
quickly,

The general glared at him, frown-
ing. “We uhall see,” he sald again,
und then—suddonly ag a shot from &
cannoh—"Doea Alixe love you, Fran-

sold—and only one or two people In
the world had heard that volee so full
of tenderness. "1 am hurting my son.
But lsten, Francols, It was the dear
ost wish of Pletro's father—Iit has
been my dearest wish for years—that
Alixe and Pletro should one day be
married. It {8 that which would be
the crown of a friendship forged in
the fires of battle-flelds, tempered in
the freezing starving snow flelds of
Russia, finiehed—1 hope never finished
for all eternity.”

Francols, his head bent, hig eyes on
the general's hand which held his, an-
swered very guletly, "I see” he said,

“You would not take her from Ple
tro, who, I am sure, loves her?

Fruncols looked up sharply, but the
general did not notice, He spoke
slowly. “I promised Platro's father'—-
the boy seemed to be out of breath—-
“to be Pletro's friend—always,” he
sald,

The general smiled then and let the
fingers go. and turned to the latter
on the table before him, "Good!" he
sald. "You are always what I wish,
Francois,"” and it was quite evident
that the load was off hls mind.

CHAPTER XI,

With All My Soul,
The general swung around to the
lad. “Francole, this letter Is about
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Alixe Turned Sharply.

you” He wpped the rustling paper.
“Pletro wants you to come to him as
his secretary.”

Francols' large eyes lilted to the
general’'s  face, Inquiring, startied,
childifke, “Plotro!” he sald slowly,
*“1 had not thought of that"

“Yot you knew that Pletro was
heart and soul in the plots of the
Itallap patriots?"

“Yesn"

“But you had not thought of going
to help him fight?”

“No, my seigneur, I had thought
only of the fight for which I must be
roady hera.”

“This Itallan business will he ‘md
practice,” sald the general, as a man
of today might speak of a tennis tour
nament, “And vou and Pletro will be
enchanted to be together aguin.”

Francols smlled, and something in
the emile wrung the general's heart

“Francols, you aro not golng to be
unhappy about little Alixe?"

Qulckly Francols threw back, as If
he had not heard the question: "My
Selgneur, 1 will go to Pletro: 1t will
be the best thing posslble—action and
trafning, and good old Pietro for a
comrade, My Selgneur, may 1 go to-
morrow "

“Tomorrow!" The general was
gtartled now. "A thousand thunders,
but you are a sudden lnd! Yot it will
be no harder to glve you up tomorrow
than it would be next month, Yes, to-
morrow, then, lot it be”

Francols stood up, sllin, young, alert
and steady, yot somochow not as the
boy who had come in to the general
an hour before; more, perhaps, us a
man who had been through a battle
and come out very tired, with the
nolsa of the fighting in his ears,

“I will go to the farm tonight, te
my mother and my father. And this
afterncon [ will ride with Allxe, If you
do not want me for the book, my
Selgueur-—and If she will go, May 1
nsk you not to tell Alixe of this—to
leave it to me to tell her?

“Yea," ngreed the general doubt-
fully. *“But you will be careful not
to—upset her, Francols?"

“l will be ecarcful.”

“And—and you will do what
can to help Pletro, will you not,
sﬂu?“

A quick contraction twisted Fran-
cols' sensitive mouth and was gone,
but this time the general saw, “You
may trust me, my Selgneur,” the boy
sald, and moved to the door; but the
genernl called to him as his hand
touched the latch,

“Francols!”™

“Yeos, my Selgneur.” He faced nbout,
steady and grave, and stood holding
the door.

“Francols, my son—I have not hurt
you—vary much? You do not love
Allxe—deeply? Do you love her, Fran-
cols?

Thera was a gliook of stillness in the
old dim Hbrary. Through the window
—where the echildren's shouts had
come In ten years before to the mar
quis and the genernl-—-one heard now
in the quiet the sudden staccato of a
late ericket. The geueral, breathing
anxiously, looked at Francols, Fran-
cols standing llke & statue. The gen-
ernl repeated his queption softly,
breathlessly. “Do you love her, Fran-
m'u

With that the grent eyes blased and
s whole face of the boy lighted as
R;-ﬂum NMamed inside & lantern,

you
my

A rushing mountain stream—white-
volled In the falllng, black-brown in
the foam-flecked pools—tumbled,
splashed, brawled down the mountaln;
the mountain hung over, shadowy;
banks of fern held the rampant brook
in chains of groen. Allxe and Fran-
colse, riding slowly in the coolness of
the road below, looked up and saw it
all, familiar, beautiful, full of old as
soclations,

“One misses Pletro,” Prancols sald.
“He always wanted to ride past the
‘Trou du Gouverneur,'"”

A Roman legend had given this
name to the deep pool of the brook
by the rond; it was said that the cruel
old governor had used It, two thousand
years back, for drowning refractory
peasants, Allxe gazed steadily at the
dark murmuring water,

“Yes, one misses him. I= life like
that, do you suppose, Francols? One
grows up with people, and they get
to be as much & part of lving as the
air, or one's hands—and then, eud-
denly, ona I8 told that they are go-
Ing away, And that ends (t. One
wust do without alr, without hands.
What a world, Francols!"

"We are not meant to like it too
much, 1 believe, Alixe," sald Francojz
sunnily. “It I8 Just en passant, this
world, when you stop to consider,
This Is school, this life, 1 gather.
mother says it Is not vory important
if one has a good seat in the
room or un bad; If one siis noar one's
playmates or s sent o another cor
ner, a0 long as one (8 @& good child

My |

sehiool- |

and works heartily at one's lwsons, |

It {8 only for a day—and then we
home, where all that (s
Not a bad Idea of my
Allxae?

“Your mother s a wonderful wom-
an”  Allxe answered thoughtfully,
“S8he lves Hke that. She nevor ot
things troubls her, not ¢ven when your
futher lost everything. Did she, Fran
colg?"

“WNo,” sald Francols. *“She is one of
the few people who know what the
real things are and live in them. It
{8 hard o do that, [ esn not. | care
80 bitterly for what I want. "It is"—
Francols hesitated "It s very hard
for me to glve up—what I want.” e
stumbled over the words: lils voloe
ghook so that Alixe shifted In the
saddle and looked at him Inquiringly

"Allxe — dear” — then Francols
stopped. “You necd not be afraid that
1 shall have more than Pletro,” ho bhe
gan uncertainly., “For it {a not golng
10 be %0, He will have what—what |
would give my We for” Then he
hurried on, "1 see how [t 18" he sald
gently, “and you are right to eare so
loyally for Pletro. {fe Is worth In
And you must never care less, Alixe

HO
made right
mother's, s it,

~-nover forget him becpuse he has
gons away, He will come back.,” The
boy spoke with effart, slowly, but

Allxe was too much occupled with her
own tumultuous thasughts to notice.
“"He will surely coma back and-—-be-
long to you more than ever. Heo will
come back distingulshed and covered
with honors, perhaps. and then—and
then—Allxe, do you see the chestnut
tree at the corner that turns to the
chateau? It is a good bit of soft road
—we will race to that tree—shall we?
And then 1 will tell you something"

The horses raced merrily; Alixe sat
close to the saddle with the light
swinging seat, the dellcate band on
the bridle, which were part of her
perfect horsemanship, and over and
over as he watched her ride Fraucols
said to himself:

“TI will give my happiness for the
Selgnour's—I sald I, and [T will, 1
will be a friend to Pletro alwnys—I1
seld 11, and T will”

Over and over the horses’ fiying feet
pounded wut that self-command, und at
length the musie of the multiplying
hoof bents grew slowoer, and with tight-
enlng rein they drew in and stopped
under the big chestnut. Alixe was
laughing, exhilarated, lovely,

“Wasn't it & good race? Didn't

they go deliciously? she threw at
him. And then, “We will go around
by the Delesmontes Road; it le only
three miles farther, and it Is early
in the alternoon; there Is nothing to
dn'll

Francols spoke slowly. “I am afrald
=] must not, Alixe. | am golug to
the farm tonight.*

“To the farm!™ Alixe looked at
him in surprise. “But you were not
to go over till tomorrow, My father
and I will ride over with you. Have
you forgotten?"”

“No," sald Francols, “I have not for-
gotten—no, Indeed, But 1 am nolnu
awany tomorrow, Allxe”

“Golng away 7"  Alixe turned sharp
Iy, and her deep blue glance searched
his eyes, “What do you mean, Fran
colg? And then, imperiously: “Don't
tease me, Francols! 1 don't like ft."

Francols steadled, hardened his face
very earefully, and answeraed: “I am
not teasing you, Alixe, 1 did not tell
you befars beonuse—" he stopped, for
lils voles was going wrong—"hecause
I thought we would have our ride just
ng usnal today, 1 only knew abont |t
myeelf this mornlng., 1 am going to
Pletro,”

“Golng—to Platro!™ Allxe was gasp
ing palufully, “Fruncols—<it Is a joke
—tell me It 8 a poor joke, Quick!™
ghe oprdersd. “1 won't have you play
with we, torture me!"

“It |8 not a joke.™ The boy's eyes
were held by o superbuman effort on |
the buckle of the bridlereln lying on
his Kknee. "There was a Jetter from
Plotro this moruing. The gelgneur
wiahes me 1o go. 1 wish to go. 1 go
tomorrow."

“(oing tomarrow!™ The girl's voles
was o wall, "You—taken awuay from
me!” Then in a Nash; “1 hate Plotrot
Hiy I8 cruel—he thinks only of him-
welf, He wants you—but | want you
oo, How can 1 Hve
Francois?™  ‘Then softly, horriedly,
while the wotll reeled about the boy,
siiting statucdike in his saddie: “it

s just ax I enld, You are ss much
o part of my life as the air 1 breathe—
and you und my father and Plotro any

aquite calmly, “The alr 18 to be taken
gway—von must do without ft* I
can not. | will chake!* She pulled at
her collar suddenly, as If the choking
were o physieal present fact,

No slizhitest motlon, no shade of
inflection missed Francols;
sat motlonless, his eyes on the fittle
brass buckle, his lps eet in a line
without a word, without a look toward
her. And suddenly Allxe, with another
quick blue glance from under her long
lashes—Alixe, hurl, reckless, despoer
ate, had struck her horse a sharp blow

and £he was In the road before him
galloping away.

fle lot her go. e sat quiet a long
time. As she turned in, still gallop
ing, nt the high stone gnteway of the
chatean, his oyes came bpck agaln to
the Hitle shinlng buckle. It seemed
the only thing tangible in & dream:
tnlverse of raptura and agony. Over
and over he heard the words she hnd
sald—words which must meéan-—-what?
Had they meant it? Had he possibly
boon mistaken? No-—-the utter happl-
noss which came with the memory of
the soft hurried volee must mean the
truth—sha c¢ared for him, and then
over and over and over he sald,
aloud, through his et testh:

*1 snld that 1 would give my happi
ness for my selgneur’s; | sald that
1 would e aa friend to Pletro:

(T BE CONTINUED)

Home, Sweet Home,

A well known player was talking
about a brilliant but unsuccessful dis
ciple of Blackstone.

“His hablts are to blame for his fall.
ure,” sald he. “"One of his remarks
fllugtrates his hublts well He sald
to me In the Unlon elub:

**“There's no place like home—espe-
cially at 2 or 3 a. m., when you've ex-
hausted the pleasures of all the other
plages, and you're tired, aud every-
thing shut up anyway.'"

Wisconsin Man Has Ink Well That
Once Was the Property of Bene-
dict Arnold.

the possessions of F. A,

Phitlips, living at Casy Blul, Wis,

ts an Inkwell, sald by the owner to

date back to Revolutlonnry war times

The inkwell has been in the family

Among

o

BWNED BY INFAMOUS TRAITOR |

{ tlon It Is found thmt it

since the time of the confliet of the |

American colenles agalnst Great Drits
uin,

Mr. Phillips came into
of the relie in 1844, it having been

handed down to him by his father, |

and his futher got
hig  grandfuther, who
among other things at n

captured

littio log

cabin near West Poilnt ot about the | marked

it In torn from !

quills Instead of pens, as .o common
pen will not enter the holes bored for
dipping., It i2 square, with a gquill

liole at each corner and & large one |

in the eenter for recelving the Ink
The well iz of stone, o gueer compo
dgitlon which on first sight resembles
flint or marble, but on closer examing-
may be cut
with & Enlle much the same as soaps
stone.

It I8 highly pollehed, niesly earved
and {8 about three Inches sguare and

possession l World.

An Improving World,
A somewhat old-fastiloned lostoninn

it 'who more than o seors of vears uge

was very prominent In publie e re
recently: "1 have obseryed

time Benediet Arnold woas figuring on | with interest quite a ehange in the

gelling that strutegic point
Kritlsh, but took French leave when

to the personol

habits of men during the

past 256 yoars. It used to ba vers

; | .
he loarned that the Coluninl goldiers | common to see business and profey

ware nftar him.

This Ink well, it Is stated by Mr
Phillips, {s the one that furnished ll.l.
Ing for the documpant Arnold signed
glving thae Britiah possesslon of West

Point, and wans found among other of | | CATH,

Arnold's possessions after his hn!y

leave taking of the place where the

deouments were signed and sealed.

It is supposed to have been made in

England and brought to this country.
113 !l ; nll m ocan be soak

._an nm
hRIe

| slonal men, as well s those 10 pablic

|Ure and holding offieinl positions,
woaring =ik hats and Prines Alber
conts every day In the week, and If
thuy #moked at all they smobod «of
Nowadays ellk hats arve rmrely
soen on week days Gowntown, anywas
nnd clgarette smokiug scema to Ix
quite the thing, 1 do not think th
new fashion 8 quite so dignified o
manly as the old, but on the whple
win convinced tho world ll growin
m lll the m“

i ,- .||r b &

i ! AL

¥y

&) N

without wou.

stitl be |

1 will.” |

(n‘;ml: 0, BELLERS, Inrector of Evening
m‘l.m;nl. the Moody Bible [nstitute,
caAgo

LESSON FOR FEBRUARY 15.

CHRIST'S HATRED OF SHAMS,

LESHON TEXT-Luke I1:87M
GOLDEN TEXT-"Bw not dccclvod God
la nut mockad. "-—ual 61,

This I8 a ulrnmta breakfast eplsode
(to "dine"” means literally, to break-
fast), Jesus accepted three such
lovitations from the Pharisees and
was accused of belng a glutton and &
wine bibber, Matt. 11-19; Luke T:36,
30, 44, In this instance we are told
plainly (v. 54) why he had been asked
to this feast, At a later time, e. g.
during the Passlon woek, Jesus dellv-
tred a special discourse against the
Pharlsees (Matt. 23) in which he re-
peated many of the things we study
today.

Mus¢ Be Clean.

I. False ve. Truecleansing (vv. 37-

+4). The orthodox Jew is very pune
tillous to avold ceremonial uncleantl-
ness, In Christ's time this ceremoni-
allsm was at Its highest development.
To be defiled was far worse than to be
morally unclean. ‘This Pharlsee “mar-
veled" that Jesus was not likewise
concerncd with his outward acts (V.
39, 8o also Matt, 23:20, 26). To have
A clean cup and platter was more im-
portant than to have a clean heart
(In g fragment of Gospel found at
Osgyrhyncus, Jesys (4 reputed to have
snid to & Pharisee: “Thou hast
washed in waters wherein dogs and
‘swlne have been cast, and wiped the
|outeide skin which also harlots
'noolnt and beautify, but within they
lare full of scorplons and all wleked-
|neul fut 1 have been dipped in the
waters of eternal life which come
from the throne of God" Plous plat-
Ilerﬁ. presented in pride, must be In-
wardly purified, He who thus neg-
lects the Inslde is a “fool” (v. 40), for
God ereated the ingide as well as the
outeide. Thelr hearts were filled with
| “extortion and wickedness,” As &
substitule these false tenchers lald
| great stress upon alms, In the
| Arable “alms"” is closely related o the
word which means  “to  cleanse.”
; Heneca verse 41 may read, “cleanse
what {5 within, and surely all s clean
to you." It is not g0 much alms that
poople long for as fale, honest treat-
ment and accompanying the service, a
loving heart (John 13:34),

Josua  pronounces three “woes,”
griefs that llke an avenging nemesis
hang over men of such a character.
(1) A “woe” against those who make
a show of tithing the common garden
mint and herbs and at the same time
avold the welzhtier mattors of just re-
latlons to thelr fellow meén and love
to God (v. 42)., We are not to neg-
loct our churchly duties at all, but
these canpot be substituted for
righteousness (sce Micha 6:8). (2)
A "wop" agalnat those who love the
places of pre-ominence (v. 41, ef. Matt.
20:6, 7). This splrit has not departed
from the church after a lapse of ceb-
| turles. It I8 unchristian, unchristlike.
The great one must be the servant of
all (Matt, 23:11, 20:28, John 13:14, 15,
Phil. 2:58), (3) (v. 43), The third
“wope" I8 directed against hypoerisy.
To touch & grave was to become un-
clean, and hence they wera whites
washed to give men warning. Many
Christians are without beautitul to be-
hold. vet within full of dead men's
bones and all manner of uncleanliness.

The Three Woes.

1I. Real vs, Sham Lives (yv, 45-
64), The luwyers were the theologlans,
 the expounders of the Mosale law,. Ev-
| {dently the words of Jesus produced
great conviction, The word “reproach-
est” (v, 45) means “to entreat apite-
fully,” and the probabilities are that
he spoke to Jesus as If to rebuke him.
Jesus at once pronounces three woes
upon him and his clags. (1) A “woe
because they laid burdens upon others
| which they themselves would not even

touch with one of their fingers (Matt.

23:44. That is, they added to the law
| minute  and  troublesome  details,
which they declared to be more lm.
portant than the law [ltself. (2)
iv. 47% A “woe" {s pronounced upon
tham for honoring the dead prophets
and ot the snme time rejecting and
persecuting those that were living.
| To honor dead teachers, to pralse the
| prophets of the past, those whom we

cannol endure whilé living, Is a form
[ of hypoerisy which costs but Httle. It
fmplies that had they lived In the days
of thelr fathiers their conduct would
have been ndifferent, yet they are with
the living prophets, following the ex-
ample of thelr rathers. God foresaw
this (v. 48) and the falthiul minlster
of hls word must expect s like treat-
ment (MK 10:28, 305, (3) (v. 12) The
third “woe” was pronounced against
these religlous tenchers bocause, pos
sessing the key to knowledge, thoy
neither entered themselves nor would
they allow others to enter; "ye entar
not in vourselves, nelther suffor ye
themn that are entering in to enter.”
(Matt. 22:13, Am. Rv.). Those laws
| yers, theologinns, were professodly in-
| terpreters of the law, that law which

half |

fan Inch and w half deep.—New York | way the foundation and bulwark of the

Jewlsh natlon. In fact, however, they
had so obscured and “explainod” that
Iaw as to leave men In  darkmess,
| Supposed to lead men lnto truth, they
| were shutting them ont of the truth,
P'What a terrible fndictment of many
of this present age who profens to
| teach the Word,

We guuty from the letter of a Wis
consin business man:  “The average
man s interested in the tenchings of
the Bible. If the Bible cannot stand
upon its own feet, it is foolish to bol-
ster It up by auy personal ldeas, Wae
make too many apologios for Secrip
tureg and do not stand squarely by
what it teaches.” Not a few who oe-
oupy the position of teachers obscure
the truth of God and they shut men
out of a real knowledge of him. Jesus
thus replies to both Pharisces and the
lawyer, that charncter is not a gar
m;mwur.muumhMMh
m of heart.
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